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generous and tolerant Count Waldstein paid him a salary of a
thousand florins (£100) a year, with board and lodging in the
castle, and gave him charge of the library. There, in lazy, tran-
quil days (he was not very tranquil himself, for his temper was
always bad), with the echoes of fashionable Europe coming to
him from Carlsbad and Teplitz, Casanova wrote his Memoires.1
In 1798 the long, pleasant task, the tranquil occupation of
some thirteen years' residence in the great nobleman's castle
in Bohemia, was finished. The old voluptuary, in his seventy-
third year, taking a final survey of his interesting career, writes
his apologia. Like many people in their cool age, he sees his
character as he would have liked it to be, rather than as it
really was; or, rather, he sees his character as it was when at
its best, in the intervals of hot-blooded activity and error.
On the brink of the grave, he makes his confession of faith:
he is no atheist, like Frederick the Great; no determined
agnostic, like David Hume; no devout Catholic, like Joseph
de Maistre. He professes himself to be a reasonable Christian,
or (to use his curious description) a " Christian fortified by
the philosophy which has never spoiled anything." Like all
people who are subject to moods of exaltation and dejection,
he had found prayer the most steadying influence. " Despair
kills; prayer causes it to disappear. When a man has prayed
he feels confident and he acts." Though man is free, passion
makes him a slave. He who has strength to restrain his steps
until calm returns is the true sage; " but such beings are rare."
The Memoires may help thoughtful readers to attain this wisdom;
the writer's aberrations will teach them either to take the
opposite path or at least" to keep their saddle over the ditch."
Confessing that he has been the slave of his senses (for he
was too cynical to have passions), he ascribes this to his tem-
perament—full of * humour' in infancy, sanguineous in youth,
bilious in middle age, melancholic at the end. Temperament,
however, he contends, is not character. " Faults of tempera-
ment/' avers this unrepentant sinner, u are incorrigible, because
1 The truth and falsehood in the M&noires have been skilfully elucidated
by S. G. Eadore, op. dt. See ako Da Ponte, op. cit., pp. 229-236.

